BROKEN EARTH

bespoke anxiety as of a man caught in the toils of calamity
and seeking deliverance. He asked me if I could take
him to America. He had been there before the Revolu-
tion, and now he wished to get back. He had no money,
and he was not a citizen of the United States, had not
even taken out his first papers. . . .

He lay down on the ground beside me, and I asked
him why he was so eager to go back. He was reluctant
to speak. It was too long and too unpleasant a story to
tell, he protested, and the telling of it would make things
no better and no worse. But the revolutionary leaders
encouraged him to speak, and speak freely. Evidently
they had met him in combat before, and they were ready
for another encounter. This must be said to the credit
of Russian revolutionaries : they have more than the
courage of their convictions. ^ They never shrink from
a battle, whether* of word or sword. There never were
more eager warriors than they.

So Pavel opened up his heart. He had been in America
several years, worked in a dye factory. It was an atro-
cious job, chemicals just eating him up inside. His health
was beginning to fail. He was losing his appetite and
could not sleep much at nights. And he was fearfully
lonely. He had but few friends, and they were Russians
who worked in the same factory. He could not make
friends with Americans ; they would not mix with him,
especially the girls. Perhaps if he could speak English
well, it would be different. He tried to learn the new
language, tried hard. He went to night school one
winter, but in the evenings he was too tired to study,
and gave up. He and his friends would go to the movies,
burlesque shows, but that left them unsatisfied. So they
played cards, drank, often beat up one another. An
abnormal life he lived in America, and he was terribly
dissatisfied. He craved excitement, the society of young
people, especially girls, and there he was shut off from
everything, an exile, an outcast. . . . Health failing,
disposition ruined; disgusted with himself and the world.

Tnen the Revolution came. The Bolsheviks swept
into power. At first he did not know what to make of
them. He thought they were only brigands . . . that's
a Russian speaker had said once in a lecture he